XXXVI
STRULDBRUGS

WHAT a fuss they make, proclaiming the secret of long
life! We must stay abed till noon, they say; we
must take life slowly and comfortably; we must
avoid worry, live moderately, drink wine, smoke cigars,
and read the Times. Yes; there is one who, in a
letter to the Times, boasted his grandfather sustained
life for a hundred and one years by reading all the lead-
ing and special articles of that paper; his father got
to eighty-eight on the same diet; himself follows their
footsteps on fare that is new every morning. Another
writer has subscribed to the Times for sixty-seven
years, and now is ninety-two on the strength of it.
* Avoid worry, fret not yourself because of evildoers, let
not indignation lacerate your heart, take the sensible
and solid view of things, read the Times, and you will
surpass the Psalmist's limit of threescore years and ten.
What a picture of beneficent comfort it calls up!
The breakfast-room furniture lit to outlast the Pyra-
mids, the maroon leather of deep armchairs, the marble
clock ticking to half-past nine beneath the bronze
figure with the scythe and hourglass, the boots set to
warm upon the hearthrug, the crisp bacon sizzling
gently beneath its silver cover, the pleasant wife mur-
muring gently behind the silver urn, the paper set
beside the master's plate. Isaiah knew not of such